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DANGEROUS! 


He. ‘‘ We HAD BETTER HURRY, Miss GWEN. 
DERSTORM COMING.” 

She. ““Ou, I’M NOT AFRAID. 

He, ‘*NoT FOR MYSELF, 
ARE!” 


Fae a 


THERE ’s A THUN- 


ARE you?” 








OPERATIC NOTES. 


Saturday, June 3.—A mad night, my masters, at the Opera. 
Mesa as Lucy, not“ W. H.” “ of that ilk,” but “ of Lammermoor.” 
Too hot to be very lunatic, so Madame Me aa, singing splendidly 
(ca va sans dire, naturally, as it’s all vocal), was sana im corpore 
sano, and just about as mad as a bonnet-maker in comparison with 
a hatter. Great ladies’ night; the weaker sex being engaged in 
diplomatically dining, in order to celebrate Her Majesty’s ym 
M Sauiza, “scotched and kilt,” was excellent as Edgardo. 
Henceforth, ‘‘ M. Satéza” must be translated as ‘‘ Mac Sateéza.” 
Delightful to hear once again ‘‘ The old, old og and the familiar 
DonizeTTI “toons,” that have been for the better part of this 
century sung by the finest of voices, played by the grandest of 
orchestras, chorussed by the most a of choruses, ground to 
powder by organ-men, blown to bits by brazen German bands, 
and after all this, still the compositions come up as strong as ever, 
with Mesa, our ‘* Advance Australia” prima-donns , to infuse into 
them additional vitality. So ‘‘on they goes again.” The fact that 
the :‘ Fourth of June” was being celebrated at Eton on this night (the 





BuT YOU FORGET HOW ATTRACTIVE You 





3rd), and that the penny | festivities were rampaging everywhere 
‘“‘round the town,” and that the weather was prematurely warm, 
all this ought to have had an appreciable effect on the quantity 
and quality of the audience. But it hadn’t. Every one was 
enthusiastic, and every one did their best, not forgetting ‘‘ Sweet 
Alice,” played in her most amiably sympathetic style by Mlle. 
BAvUERMEISTER. 

Monday.—Faust. ‘' Ici (ce soir) on parle francais.”” Mu.sa, the 
two Dz Reszxss, Mile. OtrrzKa (a name that somewhat recalls 
Mazeppa, only his young lady was Olinska), BAUERMEISTER-Singer 
of course, and Monsieur ALBERs, all singing in French. Therefore, 
this being an educational performance, the operatic management 
makes an extra charge; and on Tuesday night again, for Die 
Walkiire, up goes the price of stalls, just five shillings’ worth more 
value than on the Faust night. We wish they may get it, and we 
hope they do. Make hay while the sun shines; as you make your 
hay so you must lie on it, with other proverbial philosophy at 
the Operatic management's option, while yet the National Opera 
House is only “in the air ’’—but it’s an air that is likely to become 
very popular. Poor JEAN DE Reszxg! Does any one remember the 
linen-draper’s advertisement, ‘Try our stout Jean”? Well, that 
is what the hot weather did to-night; it “tried our stout JEAN;” 
so, M. Satéza was his most excellent remplacant. Then Signor 
Ancona replaced the absent AtBERs, and being a thoroughly 
dramatic artist, the part did not suffer. 

Thursday.—Change of weather. Cool night. Cool audience, 
apparently taking as a matter of no particular importance the 
revival of Mozart’s delightful Don, represented on this occasion by 
a first-rate singer, but no “‘ great shakes ”’ as an actor, Signor Scorri, 
who, as Mr. Vincent Crummles might have written in a local paper, 
despite his name, does not come from North of the Tweed, having 
been born in Naples. Epovuarp DE Reszke as Leporello and 
M. GILLrBEeRT as Masetto were the too not very “low” comedians, 
each of ’em being about six feet high ; Epovarp being all that, and 
a trifle to spare. Their ‘ business,” which is evidently a pleasure 
to them, was the “ conventional comic”’ of old Italian Opera which 
still causes not a few simple-minded people to smile. Epouarp’s 
singing was faultless. Mlle. Zétrm pE Lussan was, as heretofore, 
a charmingly skittish Zerlina, who, with a few years more experi- 
ence of this wicked world, might develope into a Carmen. Madame 
Norpica crowned her former success as Donna Elvira; and Linu 
LrHMANN—a “lilli” most artistically painted without injury to her 
lilliship— excellent as Donna Anna. . Satianac as Don Ottavio 
performed excellently the most trying part of male chaperon (with 
onan and a song) to the wicked Don’s two sadly deceived black 
sheep. 

Friday.—F lying Dutchman : his last flight this season. 








‘‘ Little Fish are Sweet.”’ 


Untit to-day, excepting ‘‘ camlet,”’ 
Where was the word to rhyme with ‘‘ Hamlet? ” 
But now in Times, June 6, there’s “ samlet.”’ 








ANSWER TO CORRESPONDENT.—IGNoRAMUS bets Noopie that 
“Salle Erarp”’ is a distinguished rival of ‘‘ SaraH BERNHARDT.” 
Of course, NoopDLe loses. 
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SUGGESTION 


FOR A NEW STYLE OF Swiss MouNTAIN CLIMBING. 


THE AUTOMOBILE SWITCHBACK WATERSHOOT EXPREss, 
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MADAM—ANYHOW, IT’S THE BEST WE CAN DO FOR YOU AT PRESENT.” 
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THE NEW ALDERWOMAN, 


Right Hon. L-n-rd C-rtn-y, *‘Most Becomine, I AssURE YOU, 
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ANOTHER CONFERENCE. 


A Few days ago my neighbour Jongs 
came to my house, and demanded to see 
me. I sawhim. He was very . He 
said my cat had scratched up some of the 
best flowers in his garden. I told him I 
was very sorry, but I really could not 
exercise much control over the cat. He 
remarked that I should not need to do 
much in that way for the future, seeing 
what a little remained of my cat after the 
intervention of his dog, but that that was 
not the question, which was, how about 
his ruined flowers? This roused me, and 
I called him a cowardly ruffian to set a 
savage dog on a poor, feeble cat. Where- 
upon the conversation became general, so 
to speak, and continued on the same terms 
after Jones had picked himself up at the 
bottom of my front steps, and was shaking 
pod we Ag: —~ the other Rr a the 

en gate, a performance w - 
Saved somewhat indistinctly since my heft 
eye had been temporarily closed by his 
right hand. 

As Jongs, still addressing me, entered his 
own house, our mutual friend Tomkins came 
along. ‘Hullo, Surry,” he asked, ** what 
on earth’s the matter?’ I told him. I 
also gave him to understand that the next 
part of the performance would be in the 
police court. Had we been Parisians, 
swords or pistols would have settled the dis- 

ute. ‘Stuff and nonsense, my dear 
ellow,” he said, “‘ don’t make fools of your- 
selves in public. The last fashion in 
quarrels is not a summons or a duel, but a 
conference.” After a long argument he 
convinced me. Then he went to see JONES. 

An immense time elapsed, daring which [ 
bathed my eye atintervals. Atlast Tomkins 
came in. “It’s all right,” he said, “I’ve 
convinced him at last. You meet at my 
house to-morrow evening after dinner, say 
nine o’clock.” 

Iwent. Tomxtns is rather fond of cere- 
monious meetings. He-is chairman of a 
company, is on the committee of two clubs, 
and sometimes presides at public dinners. 
I was ushered into his library, as it is called. 
He had arranged three chairs round the 
table, and pens, ink, and Ls er on it. He 
sat at the end; Jonzs an at each side. 
Jones had a great bump on his forehead 
and seemed to have sprained his left wrist, 
but I fancy my black eye was more notice- 
able than his injuries. He and I were coldly 
distant in demeanour. 

_ Tomxrns began the discussion. He said 
it was a very unfortunate dispute, origin- 
ating in a somewhat trifling mischance. 
(Here Jongs and I cried ‘No, no!” at the 
same moment.) Well, perhaps not trifling, 
but still arbitration was better than any 
appeal to force. If either could suggest 
any compensation—— Here Jonss said he 
wouldn’t have taken five pounds for those 
flowers, and I said that I valued that cat 
far beyond any mere shop price, whereupon 
the wretched Jones remarked that she 
wouldn’t be worth much at any shop now, 
and I was only checked by Tomkins, who 
oy ag that the question only needed 
to be thoroughly discussed, to be thrashed 
out—— But the word “ thrashed” was an 
unfortunate one to use, and it was nearly a 
uarter of an hour before he could pacify 

t howling cad Jonxgs, who spoke so amd 
that I could hardly make myself heard even 

y shouting. 

After this Tomxrns finished his opening 
speech rather abru tly, and invited —— 
whose name in alphabetical order came be- 
fore mine, to address the conference. To 
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A TESTIMONIAL. 


Little Boy (writing to his Schoolmaster). ‘‘ EVERYBORY AT HOME I8 DELIGHTED WITH THE 
Progress I HAVE MABE AT YOUR ScHooL. WuHy, WHEN I CAME TO You I KNEW NOTHING, 
AND NOW, EVEN IN THIS SHORT TIME, I KNOW TEN TIMES AS MUCH!’ 





please Tomkins I sat silent as long as I 


could, but when that beast Jongs said my | 


cat had disturbed him night after night wit 
the most fiendish noises, and that he was 
glad his dog had settled her, I told him 
paaly that he was a liar and a murderous 
lackguard, and if Tomxrns and the table 
had not been between us, the conference 
would have ended at that moment. 

Then it was my turn to speak. Having 
much more command of my temper than 
tbe violent ruffian Jongs has of his, and 
still trying to please my host, I began in 
the most moderate language. soon 
warmed with my subject, and should have 
said much more had not the miserable 
JonzEs,* contrary to all precedent at con- 





ferences, cut short my remarks with his 
inkstand. I had just dodged it, and had 
retorted with mine, when Tomx1ns, remark- 
ing that we were not in the Austrian 
parliament or on a French race-course, 
requested us to leave. 7 

© our conference was a complete failure. 
The only result is that the brute Jongs and 
I are more hostile than ever, and that 
Tomkins speaks to neither of us. 





Cram For Lee@at Exam.—lIf asked to 
“explain the meaning of ‘ a Charter Party,’”’ 
be sure to exhibit your accurate legal and 
historical knowledge by replying, “A Baron 
in the time of King Joun.’ 
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EVOLUTION OF THE AMERICAN SEAT. 


“THE COMING RACE.” 





GETTING THE WEIGHT WELL FORWARD. 








THE FORTUNE OF WAR. 


(A fragment of a Military Romance, to be G 


published a few years hence.) 

| “ The long-proposed introduction of motor-cars 
into the Army for transport purposes is un tle 
point of accomplishment.” — The Outlook.) 

..+ “*Comrapgs!” cried the proud Gene- 
ral, addressing his troops (standing around 
him in the circular square ordered by the 
latest drill-book), ‘‘at last we are about to 
reap the reward of our exertions. Thanks to 
our trusty motor-cars, we have traversed the 
desert at an average speed of twenty-five 
miles an hour. Our casualties have been 
few and insignificant. A dozen or so of the 
engines blew up, but not more than fifty 
men perished by these accidents. We have, 
indeed, to mourn the loss of some of the 
75th Dragoons, whose motor-car went 
wrong in its stoetes and rushed at express 
speed into the middle of alake. And nota 
few of our heroes have been arrested by the 
native police on the charge of furious 
driving, with the result that they now 
languish in dungeons, awaiting bail. But 
what are these trifles, compared with the 
glory that will soon be ours? The enemy 
are now within thirty miles of us—a distance 
which, with a little extra pressure, we can 
cover in an hour. So, forward! Mount 
motor-cars! Tie down the safety-valves ! 
Seize starting-levers! Now, when I give the 
word! Are you read——” 

At this moment a grey-haired officer 
interrupted him. 

“Alas, Sir!” he cried, ‘‘we cannot ad- 
vance! It is impossible! ”’ 


A loud groan burst from the army on 
hearing the dreadful news; the voice of the 
eneral himself shook as he replied : 
‘Then, for once, we must ride.” 

“You forget, Sir,” said the other, “ that 
nowadays we have no horses. Shall we— 
march ?” 
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OFFICIAL ANNOUNCEMENTS. 


“Impossible?” echoed the General, in [The ‘Birthday Honours’ were published a 


amazement. “ Why?” 
‘* For the very good reason that—we'v2 run 
out of ol!” 


—— ago.”’ 
“The proper style and title of the Poet Laureate | 
is still Wr. ALFRED AvsTIN.’’] 


“No!” cried the intrepid leader. 
‘‘March? Never! Death before dishon- 
our! Men, your General may have to die a 
rather unpleasant death; but never, in this 
scientific age, never will he insult you by 
suggesting that you should walk!” and 
rapturous cheers from_the army greeted 
this noble utterance. But just when ho 
was dying in every breast, and the only 
possible course seemed to be to wait 
nen until the enemy attacked and 

estroyed them, a small motor-car with 
red-hot bearings whizzed through the crowd 
and stopped before the General. Need we 
mention that its driver was none other than 
Henry pE PLantaGgNET? (He’s my hero, 
of course, and he went out scouting on his 
own account—as heroes do—in the last 
chapter.) 

“Sir,” he cried triumphantly, “I have 
news, great news!” 

‘“‘ Well?” said the General. 

‘* Yes, it is a well, a well of natural petro- 
leum, in fact, which I have discovered not 
half-a-mile away!” 

The General clasped his hand, while the 
army roared themselves hoarse with delight. 
And, an hour later, only a faint flicker of 
dust on the horizon showed where the 
expedition was scurrying towards the 
doomed enemy. 








At the Village Cricket Match. 


Umpire (carried away by enthusiasm on 
seeing the young Squire send a ball hard to 
leq). Well hit, Master ARTHUR, well hit! 
(Remembering himself.) But don’t make no 
short runs ! 








RIDERS INVARIABLY “ SENT TO COVENTRY.” 
—Jockeys. 
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LONDON THE BEAUTIFUL (?). 
(By Z. Y. X.) 

[An American lady, who has journeyed in every part of her own country 
and Europe as well, writes to the Daily Telegraph of June 8 to say that she 
gives the palm for beauty to our Metropolis, the only blemish being the 
shabby appearance of its ’bus-conductors. ] 


ZEsTBRTICALLY London is a place of pure delight ; 
No other city in the world’s =< po to the sight— 
So says a lady Yankee! 
She’s gone through Europe’s ——_ the States from East to West, 
But finds there ’s only London town that’s perfect—for the rest 
She wouldn’t give a thank ’ee! 


Yes, what is there that’s picturesque in Italy or Greece 
Compared with our advertisements, our slums that never cease, 
Our statues like the Griffin ? 
Where else such palaces (of gin), such haunts of perfume rare, 
As Covent Garden, Bethnal Green, such nectar-laden air 
As Cockney noses sniff in ? 


Though Venice boast her gondolas, and Stamboul its caiques, 
The lover of the Beautiful our penny-steamer seeks, 
For Wapping beats Bellagio ; , 
Who cares for Tokyo's jinricksha or Torontonian sleigh, 
Or smart Parisian petrolette, when faery growlers stray 
Through London streets adayio} 


Elysian is the Underground, the Strand’s a beauty spot, 
In fact, in all this paradise, there’s but a single blot 
Upon our city’s ’scutcheon ! 
That is, the ’bus-conductors’ dress, whose shabbiness gives pain 
To undefeated Anglophiles like our Américaine 
E’en distantly to touch on! 








OUR BOOKING-OFFICE. 


Intimate China Mrs. Arcuipatp Littie calls her book, just 
published in a handsome volume by Horcuinson. A more fas- 
tidious person than my Baronite might quibble about the title, 
which perhaps will not stand too close inspection guided by the 
usance of the language. But it expresses, if awkwardly, what 
Mrs. LirTLE means—that she is not a mere globe-trotter, but has 
really lived in China, and has studied the people in their home- 
life in regions rarely visited by a European. The result is a series 
of vivid pictures, the word-painting assisted by some of the most 
successful and interesting photography yet presented in a book. 
Coming out almost simultaneously with Lord Cuartes Bsrgs- 
ForD’s work, it serves as an admirable supplement. ‘‘ Our” Lord 
CHARLES, travelling on behalf of Chambers of Commerce, notes 
and records all that is worth knowing about the commercial re- 
sources and openings, the naval and military armaments of China. 
Mrs. LitTLe comes along and tells us how the Chinese live at 
home, how they work, play, worship, marry, and are buried. On 
the whole the testimony is favourable, throwing a flood of light on 
this still scantily-known human bee-hive. 

Mr. Atrrep Lussock's Memories of Eton and Etonians (Joun 
Murray) will be found most interesting by those whom it specially 
concerns. The materials gathered b e@ memorialist are com- 
paratively so scanty, that its title might have been more correctly 

ven as “‘Short Memories.” Mr. Lussock, one of the many 

UBBOCKS maximi, majores, minimi, and minimissimi, whose 
names appear on Etonian School-lists, went to the college in 1854 
to txke his place in “* Lower School,” and left in 1863, when, as he 
says, he could yet have remained a couple of years, seeing that he 
was only eight years of age when he went there. Nowadays, as 
the Baron is informed, boys are not admitted until they have 
attained the ripe age of twelve. Mr. Lussock devotes himself 
chiefly to cricket and cricketers, though occasional reference is 
made to ‘‘the boats,” which constitute the feature in the recreation 
of the put Public School. The Captain of the Eleven is undis- 
tinguished by any uniform, whereas the Captain of the Boats is 
gorgeous, but even he pales before the glories of the real little live 
admiral with c t, sword, pumps, and pink silk stockings, 
who condescends to steer the Monarch. It may be that most of 
stories of Hawrrey, CooKEsLey, BsTuet the Bursar, PLUMPTRE, 
and others, Mr. Lussock put aside as too well known to bear repeti- 
tion. oe so. The book, however, will command the atten- 
tion of Public School cricketers generally, and being evidentl 
animated throughout by the most sincere affection for ‘‘the Ol 
Place,” it is sure of a hearty welcome from all young, elderly, or 
old Etonians, 

As Mr. Arruur W. ABsucxertt has in the most “ affectionately 
—— ” manner dedicated his book, entitled The Modern Adam; 
er, How Things are Done (and published by Messrs. Hurst AND 
Backer), to * Mr. Punch,” it is not for the Baron, as Mr. P.’s 
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SOMETHING LIKE PRESERVATION. 


Irate Individual. ‘‘ ARE YOU AWARE, SIR, THAT YOU ARE FISHING 
IN PRESERVED WATER?” 

*Arry (not quite so innocent as he would appear). ‘* PRESERVED 
Water! AND IS ALL THE FISH PICKLED, THEN! BLEss’D IF I'VE 
SEEN ANY LIVE ’UNS ABOUT.” 








representative, to offer any criticism on this handsome present, 
any more than it would be the daty of Mr. Punch’s Keeper of the 
Punchian Stables to examine the mouth of an Arab steed pre- 
sented by some grateful donor to Mr. Punch, and to express an 
— on its probable market value. No one would think of 
offering to Mr. Punch anything that was not the very best of its 
kind, and therefore does it not logically follow that the entertainin 
work here mentioned is one for which Mr. Punch, with his han 
on his heart, expresses, with all the eloquence of emotional silence, 
his deepest l gy and most sincere admiration? Verb. sap. 
Praise indeed, is such approbation from Magister Punciius. ver 
Tue Baron ve B.-W. 








MY FAVOURITE SONG. 
(By One who does not Sing.) 
My favourite song is not “‘ The Pirate King,” 
‘* Let ’em all come!” or “* Now we sha’n’t be long!” 
Ner do I count “‘ A little bit of String” 
My favourite song. 
Such ditties as may please the unthinking throng 
To me no meed of thundered plaudits bring. 
Yet, lady mine, I think ’tis not far wrong 
To say that my poor voice shall resonant ring 


With all its weakness made exceeding strong, 
When, trying fe “* sing your praises,” I shall sing 
y favourite song. 





Was Hamuzet Fat ?—“ Fat! of course he was fat,” observed a 
great Shakspearian actor. “In my time I huve played many 
parts, and I tell you, my dear boy, that Hamlet is one of the 
‘fattest’ parts going. y, Hamlet is’ all ‘fat.’ You should see 
me play the Moody Dane.” But we escaped that. 
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A CONTRAST. 


Mr. BicWic, THE EMINENT Q.C., AND HIS CLERK. these allusions could be worked in at rehearsal. 





| PINERO’S “ POP.” 


Tue spirited author of The Gay Lord Quex was inspired by the 
happy thought of introducing on to the stage, in the course of 
the third act of this piece, a bottle of “ fizz,” in order to add to the 
sparkle of his already brilliant dialogue. Lord Q. tastes the wine 
and ee it; so does somebody else in the play, the lady, if we 

ightly remember, whom he comes to visit at night on the occasion 
| when they have this bottle of ‘‘ Pop” between them. We are 
reminded of the Pop-ularity of this comedyby receiving a wine- 
| merchant’s advertising circular quoting Mr. Pinero’s introduction 
|of this brand into his play as a special recommendation of it to 
public favour. 
| All the world knows that Mr. Sms, Dramatic Author, has con- 
ferred a benefit on those whom Providence has afilicted with 
baldness by his invention of a “ capillary attraction ” or “‘ extrac- 
tion” which, we believe, has achieved an almost world-wide repu- 
tation, and which may be handed down in bottles as a Hair-loom 
through many generations. What is the “next article” that our 
dramatic authors will place before the public? In the glorious 
days of old Christmas Pantomime, the clown used to exhibit some 
| elaborate “ tricks,” which were boldly labelled as advertisements, 
| and, like those painted on the scenes and once, only once, on a 
| “* curtain,” were, we believe, regularly paid for as such, just as 
| the proprietors would have paid for “‘spaces”’ on hoardings and 
|in railway stations. 
| If this fashion be generally adopted by our present dramatists who 
| will find “spaces” in their dialogue for allusions to wine-merchants, 
| hair-dressers, tailors, upholsterers, &c., &c., then the sharp 
manegne producing a Shakspearian play ought to derive a con- 
| sidera\ le profit from similar introductions into the text of the 
“‘ Divine Witu1aMs,” which is full of “‘ modern instances.” Macbeth's 
“* So foul and fair a day,” might afford a chance for references to 
barometers, or to the manufacturer of waterproof coats and capes. 
‘* Stands Scotland where it did?” will serve as a text whereon to 
hang the time-tables of excursionist holiday tickets and cheap 
fares. ‘“‘I know a bank” is evidently suggestive; so also, ‘‘ How 
far that little candle throws his beams’? would bring out the ad- 
vantages of electric lighting ; while Hamlet's mention of his “ inky 
cloak” and “‘ suit of sables ’’ would offer first-rate chances to the 
providers of mourning and seal-skin mantles and wraps. 

fact, a Shakspearian revival would be a very mine of 

| advertising wealth to any manager who should take the straight 
tip for tap (if he went in for wine) from ArtHur Bees-Wine 
PINERO, our premier dramatic author. Acting managers, too, 
| must be on the look out for drams for dramas, und by assistance of 
|stage manager, and by kind permission of manager and author, 








THE PARTY “WITH A PAST.”| 


(After a Song of O’ Shaughnessy.) 


|“ They come one after another... Lord Ross- | 


RnERY, Su. Witi1am Harcovrt, Mr. Mor.ry, 
Sir H. CAMPBELL-BANNERMAN. (A Voice: ‘Lot 
them all come.’ Loud laughter.)"’—Mr. Balfour's 
Speech at the Café Monico, June 7.) 


I MADE me yet another bower 
For my new love; 

I sat on every sickly flower 
And planted fresh above ; 

Why will the cuttings not come out ? 
Why are my efforts lost ? 

My old loves come and walk about 
And make a blighty frost. 


They enter by the good old gate, 
One at a time, 

Scarce otherwise than when of late 
Their love was in its prime ; 

My. last—poor Henry—tries to smile, 

he braw and canny chiel, 

But I am conscious all the while 

How silly he must feel. 


The lord who left me on the shelf 
(I loved him most), 
He saunters in and calls himself 
‘A disembodied ghost” ; 
He has his picnics just the same 
As if he were alive, 
And warmly toasts his widowed flame 
In dregs of ’85. 


The knight, my oldest, loves to sniff 
Round the gquas-teves, 


And euorts to catch the merest whiff | CERRIG-Y-DRUIDION. 
With swelling chest and chins aloof, (“It is very gratifying to note that already the 
And feet that go like lead, | excellent example of Liansannan in commemora- 
He rudely trails his wanton hoof > =e be aan, to ba — by — 

i % ities in eB. errig-y-Druidion, whic 
Over my primrose-bed, was the native parish ee Ac) Gcawx70Rs (the 
i lish guise wi Welsh satirist), Owen Myryr (poet and anti- 
os bee ames quary), and TALIESYN HIRaEraoe (poet), is con- 
- templating a similar movement.” 











Sa Bouth Wales Daily News.) 

And mutter low of prophets’ bones Waar! shall thy great ones, like the snow, 
And skulls and scattered vaults ; Vanish and be forgotten? No! 

And cross bimesif with pious groans Thy ee yay ae ae go? 
ubeelemndere - Such Vandalism shall not be 

I like to think they keep in touch Charged upon Wales, still less on thee, 
With the olddays, —_ Mother of great men, Cerrig-y- 

o- they manage things in such -Druidion. 

ncomfortable ways ; 





And though they pass my latest swain _| Wilt thou forget thy Jac, who flew 










With patronising nod, In nimble flights of lightning hu- 
I fear the system — his brain -mour, o-_ = beet Ast . new 
r odd. 
mi — — a | And Owen Myryr, too—shall none 
But what if Numbers 1 and 2 | Remember him? ‘And that last one 
Of those old loves | Whose name is greater still, though un- 
| With whom I once was wont to coo -pronounceable ? 
As do the turtle-doves— P 
If round a corner each should run | Is there a scroll of glory? Yea, 
Against the other’s nose ! | SHaksPgarg and Mitton, such as they, 
| That is the dread that dims the sun, Have somehow got their names, they say, 





And rots the nascent rose! 








Already on. 
But perish Mitton! What care we? 
Perich your SHaksPgARE—who is he 









La CHanson DE LA REPuBLIQuE.—“ Lin- | Beside thy heroes, Cerrig-y- 
ger longer, Loubet |” | Druidion ? 
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SMILE THAT FAILED. 


Sir Au¥r-D M-LN-R again sings :— I HAVE SAT ON THIS STILE, 
THERE WAS A “ HIGH COMM.” WHO SAID, “ NOW AND CONTINUED TO SMILE, 
I’°’VE CONFERRED WITH THIS WILY OLD COW! BUT IT’S HAD NO EFFECT ON THE COW!” 
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“PARTS OF SPEECH.” 


‘*GooD MORNING, Rosrz. SHALL I FIND YOUR MOTHER AT HOME, | 


OR I8 SHE GONE OUT?” 


—— 


THE LION OF THE SEASON’S VADE MECUM. 
Question. What is the necessary attribute of a Lion of the 
-— ? a - 

nswer. An interesting personality. 
| Q. What may that be ? 
| 4. Something sufficiently out of the common to attract 
| curiosity. : 

Q. Does it matter in what shape the novelty appears ? 

A. Very little, as society votes variety to be charming. 

Q. Is a literary Lion nowadays popular ? 

A. Not very, as most people write books. 

Q. Then a man or woman who had not com d a novel at 
some time or another would be a distinct novelty 

A. Certainly ; but then such a person would be handicapped by 
the probability of being extremely stupid. 

Q. But a it is stupid to write a bad novel ? 

A, Quite so, but stupider not to be able to write at all. 

Q. Then what is the best mode of becoming a Lion ? 

A. By discovering a new continent or suffering imprisonment 
amongst cannibals for five or six years. 

g- d what is the reward of such a time of misery ? 

. A fortnight’s féting in Belgravia and Mayfair. 

. Is this sufficient ? 
- More than enough. The fawning of Society begins to pall 
after a week’s experience of its clogging sweetness. 

. Is there any celebrity other than liter or exploratory 
capable of securing the attention of Mrs. Lazo Hunrsr and her 
colleagues ? 

A. Prowess in the cricket field is a recognised path to social 
success. 
| @. And has not an amateur cricketer an advantage over other 
| competitors for fashionable fame ? 
| A. Yes; he can claim his days for matches and his nights for 
| rest. 
| @. From the tone of your last answer it would seem that you do 
not consider the lot of a Society Lion a happy one ? 
—- A. You are right; but the féted one has the satisfaction of 
| knowing that the fevered notoriety of a brief season is usually 
followed by the restful obscurity of a long lifetime. 





| 








‘*No, ’M, SHE DIDN’T BEEN. I SAW SHE AT THE WINDOW wHEN| How To EFFEcTUALLY Propuce ‘“ SILENCE IN THE Ranks.”— 


I WAS A WENTIN’. 


| Use the Dum Dum bullets. 








MR. PUNCH’S DRAMATIC RECIPES. 
No. I.—How To write A Cg.ttic DRAMA. 


(After witnessing ths performance of Mr. 
Martyn’s play, “‘ Ths Heather Field.’’) 


CHoosgs for your scene an Irish bog. 
Among brutal Saxons the theory still lingers 
that Ireland is all bog, and this will give 
vraisemblance to your picture. If you re- 
quire an Interior, an Irish cabin will be most 
appropriate, for there is another curious 
superstition on this side of the St. George’s 
Channel, that all Irishmen live in cabins. 

For the subject of your drama select 
something gloomy and Scandinavian. It 
is true that the Times says that ‘“‘ Lunacy 
and surface drainage are not cheerful sub- 
— for drama,” but your Celt knows better. 

verything depends on the treatment. Did 
not IssEN contrive a drama of enthralli 
interest on the subject of the drainage of a 
watering-place? And they say IssEn is a 
Scotsman by descent, which is next door to 
being a Celt. 

Let your characters be crazy or neurotic. 
You will find Insgn’s works a perfect store- 
house of these, and if you “ lift” one or two 
of them nobody is likely to detect the theft. 
Rita Allmers, or Mrs. Borkman, or that 
sweet thing, Hedda Gabler, would all come 
in useful, and, as your scene is an Irish bog, 
there is an obvioustopening for a Wild Duck. 

If the plot of your play is gloomy, the 
dialogue should & even gloomier. Irish 
humour would be quite out of place on this 
occasion. Noone must flourish a shillelah 
or sing “‘ Killaloe’ to lighten up the pro- 

ags, and the stirring strains of ‘‘ The 
Wearing of the Green” must be rigidly 





banished. This ge ig necessity for TOBACCO. 
gloom = pee place you in a some-| [«Deary rrom Excessive SMOKING.—Aunt 
what difficult position, and may make it| pgccy Baty, the oldest maid in the United 


alling | afraid you will have to fall back upon the 





necessary for you to banish the Irish brogue 
altogether from your cast. Long experience 
has shown that a Saxon audience invariably 
associates a brogue with latent humour, and 
if anybody laughed it would be all up with 
the Celtic Renascence. 

In writing Celtic drama you should choose 

our critics with some care. Mr. GzorcE 

OoRE is somewhat headstrong for the | 
purpose, and his eulogies will be apt to pro- 
voke the smile which it is eae first duty to 
banish from the faces of your audience. | 
Mr. Witt1am ArcHER would be your best | 
card, if you could pam him to take a 
favourable view of your dramatic work- | 
manship. But if you failed in this (as the 
author of The Heather Field did), I am 





smaller fry of the Dublin Press. 8 
be one of those distressing cases of the 
prophet who is only honoured in his own 
country. 

When your play has been written and 
roduced, let me earnestly counsel you to 
ave it translated into Norwegian. This 
ill enable Great Britain to make some 
return for the inestimable boon of Scandi- 
navian drama under which she has lon 
been groaning. It will also be playing o 
an excellent jest on Herr Isssn, who is 
believed to be somewhat bored with the 
adulation of his admirers in this country. 





On THE CoursE.—First Sportsman. Backed 
anything? Second Sportsman. Yes,—a bill. 





("* Hxewnt severally.” 


States, died on Saturday. She was 112 years old 
last March, and had smoked pipes since she was 
eight.”—Daily Graphic.) 
Toxacco, I have loved thee well, 
Thy praises oft my tongue would tell 
What time in meads of asphodel 
With thee I wandered. 
At midnight glowed my kindled clay, 
My fancy firing ; dawning day 
Reddened as o’er thine ashes gray, 
Pensive I pondered. 


Yet had I known the fatal draught 
That in thy curling wreaths I quaffed, 
More de MY than the poisoned shaft 
Of wild barbarians, 
Then had I broken clay and briar, 
And dashed the fragments in the fire, 
Forswearing thee, destroyer dire 
Of centenarians. 


For who thy poison can defy ? 

Thy victims in their thousands die, 

Thick as the butcher’d heaps that lie 
Countless at Blenheim ; _ 

Nor Time itself can help provide ; 

They that a hundred years defied, 

Fall in their centenarian pride, 
Felled by thy venom. 


Yet haply, spite of all they say, 

I had not broken briar and clay, 

Nor t ey 80 cy Ang away 
: he joy that fills one, 

But lingered on, spite poison slow, 

Another sixty years, or so: 

It takes a century, you know, 

Before it kills one. 
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Jones (who is not feeling very well). **HoOw LONG DID YOU SAY IT WOULD TAKE US TO GET BACK 


‘ 


HOPE DEFERRED. 


Boatman, ‘*’BouT ’N ’OUR AN’ A ’ARF AGIN THIS TIDE.” 


>” 








FROM A BACHELOR UNCLE’S DIARY. 


More Encyclopedia and further demands 
for eatables from my nephews. Must have 
magnificent digestive organs. Feel quite envi- 
ous. Wonder where on earth one gets“ Poted 
Lopstir’’? Must enquire of housekeeper. 

‘“* Dear UNCLE CHARLEY,—Weeve gone to 
the D.” (Itremble! What have thev been 
doing, now?) ‘and there issent a Rooral 
Sport begining with a D” (I breathe again) 
“unless its Dum Bels or Driling. Drilings 
rather sport (but not Rooral) wen we rag the 
old Sarjint hear hes 6 foot and was in the 
gards—our Sarjint is an old Blue-gard— 
well yestiddy he sed to Farry Jonss thro 
out your chest so Farty blew himself out 
and the Sarjint sed no no that aint your 
chest thats your stumick and orl the fellers 
neerly birst with larfter well thats not a 
Rooral Sport so we pars on to E and we 
carnt think of ennything for that and so F 
comes next and F’s Football of coarse. 
Thanks orfly for Postle Orders and sossidges 
munny is orlways usefool but the sossidge 
seasons Over ass theres no more fires at 
night in the Doormattry so we carnt cook 
them we tride one ror but it was orfool If 
your housescraper has enny poted Lopstir 
witch she dussent want you mite tell her to 
send sum tins hear Ropiey minor has a 
sister witch he will rite to four sum harepins 
to eet it with thare jest as good as fawks 
and dont want cleening afterwards 

Your affeckshunt nephew Max.” 


Football.—Ass a manly eggsucksize this 
gaim is nocomparryson with uther times 


it is jest ripping by Gum it is Football is 
plaid with ¢ Gaols one at each end and a lot 








of flags round the ground to keep the cads 
orf and a Ball witch is the senter of a 
traction and round witch the battel most 
feerceley ragis Thares 15 players a side of 
coarse I meen the rugby gaim the uthers 
rot Eech side tries to seese the Ball and 
et in to Gaol with it If you get a tutch 
own then you are aloud a kik at Gaol and 
if _ suckseed theres grate cheers and 
aplaws and if you dont orl the fellers say 
whata Rotter and I could have dun it easely 
merself and so on We plaid a mash a 
month age and our fellers orl startid hakkin, 
and the other fellers sed no hakking alou 
and the Riffree sed you mussent hak so we 
pretinded to do it hak—I mean ack—sidently 
and by Gum they did get wild the uther 
fellers I meen Football is plaid on a Heeth 
or Commun or uther opin Spase_ The Riff- 
rees tarsk is a invildious one and not to be 
sort after This importent but mutch 
harrisd indyvidgel hass to deside orl points 
ass thay arice and sumtimes gets bashed 
over the hed four doing it too Wotever 
our profeshion in life avoid that of the 
Football Riftree it is too fool of insident. 

Vs.—Weeve got a 5s caught hear but I 
dont mutch care for the gaim is gaim 
is also corld Squosh ets I mite of 
cared for it only the only time I tride play- 
ing 2 of the big fellers caim in and sed out 
you go so orl I know is that you playina 
caught with a ball and along Handel rakket 
butitsno good trying to get the caught unless 
your one of the big fellers. 

P.S.—-Young STINKER was going to send 
sum rot abowt phessent shuting as he thort 
phessent was spelld with F he 1s a littul ass 
and so beasely iggnerent. 


NOTICE BOARD FOR A FOREIGN 
RACE-COURSE. 


Psrsons are particularly requested not to 
pelt the Head of the State with vegetables, 
and to remember, when expressing their 
sentiments, that ladies are present. : 

To assist the police in the exercise of their 
duty; disturbers of the peace are invited not 
to hide behind parasols and feather boas. 
| When shouting at their seniors, young 
men are desired to remove their false noses 
and blue spectacles. , 

Insolent politicians in button-holes are in- 
formed that the old arrangement of “ pistols 
for two and coffee for one” was a privilege 
that belonged to their fathers, and one that 
cannot be relinquished without dishonour. 

In brief—French aristocrats are required 
to act as French gentlemen, and not as 
| French cads. 











AT MONTE CARLO. 


Angelina (sentimentally). Look, Epw1y, 
| how the dear palms are opening themselves 
instinctively to the golden air. 

Edwin (brutally remembering his losses at 
the table and the hotel bill). If you can 
show me any palm in the place, human or 
vegetable, which doesn’t open itself instine- 
tively to the golden air, I'll eat my hat! 

[ANGELINA sighed profoundly, and EDWIN 

opened his purse strings. 





CHANGE IN THE TEMPERATURE.—After the 
intense heat, forecasts of slight showers. A 

opos, perhaps, of M. CoquELin’s visit with 
fis latest play, Plus que Rain. 
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ESSENCE OF PARLIAMENT. 
EXTRACTED FROM THE D1aRy or Tosy, M.P. 


House of Commons, Monday, June 5.— 
A crowded House with some distinguished 
strangers in the Gallery. Whether ‘“‘ Boss” 
brought Kitcuengr to watch the fray, or 
whether KrTroHENsgR brought “ Bogs” is not 
known. However it be, there they sat, 
neither in the least resembling familiar 
ictures of Naponron Crossing the Alps. 
he Sirdar, tanned with the fierce sun of 
the Soudan, looked like a bronze image 
among the pale-faced peers who thronged 
the gallery. As for “ Boss,” it wasn’t hi 
funeral; he was just out for the evenin 
with a friend. e sat it through, cool, 
alert, quizzical, ready for anything that 
might turn up, on the whole apprehensive 
that there would be no row. 

Nor was there. If proceedings had a 
fault it is that they were a trifle dull. 
Admiral CHartmm Berresrorp, V.C., as 
usual, steamed and steered right on to the 
point. CAWMELL- BANNERMAN, in adroit 
speech, associated himself unreservedly 
with Prince ArtTHUR in commendation 
of military renown of the Sirdar. But 
hard fate of Leader of Liberal Opposition 
ever compels him to endeavour simultane- 

















In THE PEERs’ GALLERY, Housz or Commons, 
JUNE 6. 
Cabul to Candahar, and Cairo to Khartoum. 
(Lord Kitchener smiles on his critics.) 


ously to walk on both sides of the road. 
C.-B. must needs show himself shocked by 
desecration of the Manp1’s tomb. Others 
voiced same sentiment. 

“All right,” said Admiral Cuaruig, “ but 
let us be consistent. Here’s your British 
Museum, containing whole rows of mum- 
mies, kings and other respectable gentle- 
men, dug up in Egypt, brought over here 
to make a Londoner’s Bank Holiday. 
Honest Joun Mortey is a trustee of 
British Museum ; is therefore responsible 
for this state of things. He shudders in his 
shoes when, as a deliberate act of policy, 
possibility of fresh rallying of Mohamme- 

round the tomb of the Maupr is 
averted. At the same time he’s got King 
Mycerinvs and a lot of other old Egyptians 
on show in his museum. How’s her ’ead 
now ?” 

“Yes,” says Sark, “ that was good; not 
sure that the Irish didn’t go one better. 

en JoHN Morey recalled the fact that 
the Restoration the bones of Crom- 
WELL were dug up and scattered on the 
' (members below gangway 
wegely cheered. All the same, they 
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“POOR CREATURES.” 
(Our artist hastens to explain that the above 
words refer on/y to certain gentle religious en- 
thusiasts of the Soudan, unfortunately slain on the 
field of Omdurman, who by their virtues and 
their quiet pastoral life have gained the whole 
qupelg of the above gentlemen.) 


thing similar being dealt out to the Scourge 
of the Soudan.” 

Business done.—A little cheque for the 
Sirdar drawn by a rattling majority. 


Tuesday.— Pretty interchange of high 
courtesy between those puissant knights, 
Le Sigur CAWMELL-BANNERMAN and LE 
CaPiTaInz Tommy Bow.zs. Budget Bill to 
the fore; ALwynE ComPpTON moved amend- 
ment, disclosing quite suspicious familiarity 
with abstruse question of aggregation of 
property for Death Duties. SquirE oF 

ALWoOoD not in his place. Absence not 
occasioned, every one hopes, by anything 
like serious turn in case of son Loutu. 





== 





i against grant to KrrcHEner, by way of 











showing their horror at treatment some- 





Oom Paul dances the Bloemfontein Break-down, or 
Dutch Double-shuffle. 


This was to have been Loutu’s wedding 
day. Sun got up bright and early; the New 
es an put = ts ene pe | frock : omy the 
ridegroom-elect, instead of taking his way 
= the a. — 3 a Ls = 
appy is tponed. or a short 
time. on Last is settled down in his 
new estate, the House of Commons expects 
he will give up his time to maintaining the 
family name in the old place. His pleasant 
pouemee long familiar in the lobby and 
ehind the Spsaxer’s Chair; plenty of 
room for him, and a warm welcome from 
both sides, when he takes his seat below the 


gangway. 

But that is another story; La Sieur 
and Lae Caprraine left saluting. C.-B., 
with his genial cynicism, admitted his abso- 
lute ignorance of the question at issue. “A 
few may understand it,” he observed, citing 
half-a-dozen names, including that of ‘‘ the 
a for King’s Lynn, who knows every- 

ing.” 

Lx Capitaine brought his mailed fist with 
natural grace to the salute. A flush of 
modest pleasure showed itself beneath the 





“THE IMPORTUNATE WIDOW.” 


(As suggested by Mr. Balfour.) 


rugged tan of a countenance that has fronted 
a weather in all latitudes. Conscious he 
had long been of his own infirmity in the 
matter of omniscience. To have it publicly 
acknowledged by so high an authority as 
the Leader of the Opposition was more than 
modest merit dreamt of. Le CapiTaIns 
not to be outdone by Lm Sreur in graceful 
courtesy. When opportunity came, he rose, 
and again saluted. ‘ Sir,” he said, bending 
his stately figure in deference to the Chair, 
‘**T never claimed to know everything. On 
the contrary, on some matters I am as 
ignorant as the Leader of the Opposition 
has just confessed himself.” 

Business done.—In Committee on London 
Government Bill arranged that women 
may not only sit upon the new Councils, 
but may aspire to the aldermanic chair. 
Whether those who are successful are to be 
styled aldermen or aulderwomen is a deli- 
cate question left for the Report stage. 





Thursday.—Ritcu1n’s appearance at Table 
just now sent flutter of excitement through 
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twig DAvtenW— 


Young Mistress, ‘‘Tais isn’t A CLEAN KNIVE, JANE.” 


New Servant, ‘‘Isn’t 1t, Mum? 


BE, THE LAST THING IT CUT was Soap!” 


I poN’T KNOW HOW THAT IS, 


I’M SURE IT OUGHT TO 








crowded House. Air thunderous with 
rumour ; talk of Irish obstruction to Vote of 
Thanks to the Army in the Soudan; Oom 
PavuL turned rusty; positively declines to | 
answer friendly inquiries after the health of 
Mrs. Kruasr; will have none of Don Jost’s 
blandishments. What next? 

Well, here was Rircursg discovered at the 
Table, doubtless the bearer of some porten- 
tous message. House hushed; members 
strained forward lest they should lose a} 
syllable of the Minister's speech. 

“Sir,” said Rircur, turning to the 
SPEAKER, whose trained composure was 
scarcely equal to the strain of the moment, 
“T beg to ask leave to introduce a bill 
dealing with undersized fish.” 

House relieved from vague apprehension 
of evil, broke into almost hysterical laughter. 
PrincE ARTHUR smiled in pleased apprecia- 
tion of success of his little joke. Seems 
easy to do, but requires a good deal of 
thinking out. Effective point was of course 
to place this particular bill in hands of the 
biggest man on Treasury Bench. First 
thoughts turned to Cuapiin. After Cabinet 
Council, President of Local Government 
Board and President of Board of Trade 
stood up back to back. Rrircuim towered 








by half an inch; so bill left in his 
charge. 

** All very well,” said Sark, ‘‘ but these 
little successes are sometimes purchased at 
disproportionate cost. We've heard of the 
Ministry of All the Talents. How would it 
be if, on review of its general course of 
legislation, the third administration of Lord 
SaLIsBuRY were known in history as The 
Undersized Fish Ministry ?” 

Business done.—Vote of Thanks to the 
Army in the Soudan. 

Friday.— Really,” said Princz ARTHUR, 
when Jemmy LowrTHER once more brought 
on the subject of Peers interfering with 
elections to the House of Commons, “ the 
“ny omy widow is not in it with my 
right hon. friend.” 

This sally a great success, but on closing 
night of busy week Jemmy has grounds for 
retiection that he has saved the State. Wed- 
nesday afternoon was wild enough, with its 
gutting of the Service Franchise Bill, its 
triumphant passing through Committee of 
the apparently doomed Half-Lfimers Bill, 
its near risk of establishing Sunday Closing, 
and the narrow escape of Scotland from 
abolition of the Law of Primogeniture. 


burning deck, whence all but he had fled. 
Treasury Bench deserted save for beaming 
presence of JessE CoLuines. But what was 
he among so many? Opposition, rampant 
with audacity, radiant with success, pre- 
_ to carry all beforethem. Jemmy, with 

is back to his corner seat, stood like Beachy 
Head fronting the turbulent Channel, im- 
moveable, magnificent. Again and again 
the wave of revolution surged round him; 
temporarily submerged in the cases cited ; 
but think of all he averted. 

And then to be called an importunate 
widow by the very man whose post, tem- 
porarily abandoned, he had held against 
overwhelming odds ! 

Business done.—More clattering of China 
on Foreign Office Vote. 








STATE REGULATED ART. 


{Lord SALisBuRy recently suggested that Art 
should be placed under State regulation. ] 


Jan. 2000.—Just passed my Final and am 
now full-fledged R.A. -Papers very stiff, 
but knew Chemistry well, and worked out 
correct formula for TuRNER’s “ Carthage” 
and Sir Josuua’s ‘' Mrs. Siddons.”” Have 
done with Civil Service Commissions; now 
for the other kind. 

February.—What luck to be nephew to 
the Lord Chancellor! Uncle Jack has put 
me up to a good thing—decorate West- 
minster Abbey with mosaics—St. Paul’s 
been such a success! Government com- 
mission for £20,000. Opposition nasty; 
impertinent remarks about uncle. Hath 
majority of 150, can laugh at Opposition. 

November. — Prepare designs — Prodigal 
Son in bare legs. : C. C. object; insist on 
trousers. Point out anachronism, but L.C.C. 
adamant. 

May, 2001.— House in Committee of 
Supply. ——— very rude about my 
Prodigal. Division challenged. Ominous 
drop in majority. Leader of House refers 
matter to Select Committee. Uncle says it 
will be all right; he will select committee. 

March, 2004.—Committee report shortly. 
On uncle’s advice, entertain them nobly, 
regardless of digestion. 

August, 2004.—After sitting four months 
Select Committee miserable fiasco. Chair- 
man suggests that mosaics be adopted for 
Hanwell. Leader refers matter to Hybrid 
Committee. 

June, 2007.—H.C.no go. Creditors getting 
unpleasant. Apply to Chancellor of Ex- 
chequer. Says must wait till Committee 
report. Point out that General Election 
is at hand, andif anything should happen—— 

July, 2007.—It has happened. Uncle says 
the only thing to do is to send in claim for 
out-of-pocket expenses. Do so. Suggest 
£12,000. Chancellor of Exchequer asus for 
particulars. Set to work, and draw — 

, S&S Gd 


Painting materials, &c. 1 2 04 
Hospitality, moral and 
physical detriment 12,000 0 0 





2 


Total £12,001 04 


Painful resemblance to Kricer’s “little 
bill.” However, drop a line to C. of E. 
saying he need not trouble about odd figures ; 
C. of E. willing to give chequefor £1 2s. O4d., 
out-of-pocket expenses, but H.M. Govern- 
ment decline to entertain my friends. Would 
refer matter to a Royal Commission. Con- 
sult uncle. He says better take what I can 
get and be thankful. All very well for him: 
he retires on full pay. But £1 2s. 04d. for 
seven years’ work! State-regulated Art! 





JgmMy was the boy who stood on the 


Bah ! 




















